190	meister's apprenticeship.
Philina, in the mean time, had risen up to kiss the hand of this
kind young lady. While they stood beside each other, Wilhelm
thought he had never seen such a contrast. Philina had never
till now appeared in so unfavourable a light. She had no right,
as it seemed to him, to come near that' noble creature, still less
to touch her.
The lady asked Philina various things, but in an under tone.
At length she turned to the old gentleman, and said, " Dear uncle,
may I be generous at your expense ?" She took off the greatcoat,
with the visible intention to give it to the stript and wounded
youth.
Wilhelm, whom the healing look of her eyes had hitherto held
fixed, was now, as the surtout fell away, astonished at her lovely
figure. She came near, and softly laid the coat above him. At
this moment, as he tried to open his mouth, and stammer out some
words of gratitude, the lively impression of her presence worked
so strongly on his senses, abeady caught and bewildered, that all
at once it appeared to him as if her head were encircled with rays;
and a glancing light seemed by degrees to spread itself over all
her form. At this moment the surgeon, making preparations to
extract the ball from his wound, gave "him a sharper twinge : the
angel faded away from the eyes of the fainting patient; he lost all
consciousness; and on returning to himself, the horsemen and
coaches, the fair one with her attendants, had vanished like a
dream.
chapter VII.
wilhelm's wounds once dressed, and his clothes put on, the
surgeon hastened off; just as the Harper with a number of pea-
sants arrived. Out of some cut boughs, which they speedily wat-
tled with twigs, a kind of litter was constructed; upon which they
placed the wounded youth, and under the conduct of a mounted
huntsman, whom the noble company had left behind them, carried
him softly down the mountain. The Harper, silent and shrouded
in his own thoughts, bore with him his broken instrument. Some
men brought on Philina's box, herself following with a bundle.
Mignon skipped along through copse and thicket, now before the
party, now beside them, and looked up with longing eyes at her
hurt protector.
He meanwhile, wrapped in his warm surtout, was lying peace-

